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San Diego 


Author's Notes: 
Found this piece I'd written a while ago. Surprisingly, | still really liked it as | read it over again. Enjoy >) 


Chris spotted Eddie sitting among the tall grass near the shoreline as he pulled into their driveway. He and Ed 
had taken a week off and rented a little cottage on a secluded part of San Diego beach. He'd gone to the store 
to pick up a few things they'd been unable to pack. 


After Chris had brought everything inside, he headed out the back door. He left his shoes at the bottom of 
the deck stairs beside where Eddie had left his. The sand was warm and soft against his feet as he walked 


over to where Eddie sat. 
Eddie was scrawling something in a small, leather-bound notebook. The breeze blew through his hair and his 
tanned skin glowed in the California sun. He looked up at Chris and smiled, gaze resting on Chris's bare chest. 


"You look good," he observed. 


"Yeah?" Chris laughed softly. He settled himself down in the sand behind Eddie. He sat with his legs spread in a 


‘v' shape so that Eddie could lay back against him. 


The ocean breeze was fairly strong, and Chris watched Eddie repeatedly tuck a piece of his hair that had been 
blown in his face behind his ear. Wordlessly, Chris gathered Eddie's hair and tied it up in a bun with a spare 


hair tie from his wrist. "There," he murmured, and Eddie smiled warmly at him. 


Seagulls cawed overhead. Clouds passed lazily over the blue sky, and the sand was dappled with sunlight that 
escaped through. A sailboat sat on the horizon, traveling steadily across the calm waters. Chris would have 


been content to exist forever in that moment with Eddie. 


Eddie reached up and cupped Chris's jaw to bring him down for a kiss. Chris brought his hands around Eddie's 
middle as their mouths connected. 


They broke apart, and Eddie gave a sigh as he looked out over the shore. "Chris?" 
"Mm?" 

"Do you ever think about how small we are?" 

Chris hadn't expected that kind of question. "How small we are? What do you mean?" 


Eddie paused, eyebrows furrowed, and Chris knew that he was pondering intently about his next words. "You 
and |," he said, glancing back at Chris, "we're so finite. We're smaller than the grains of sand on this beach. 


Sometimes that's reassuring, but more often than not, it's terrifying." 


Chris took in a deep breath. Far down the shoreline, he could see a boy flying a bright red kite up in the sky. 
He could hear the distant bark of a dog. Over it all was the constant crashing of waves against the sand. He 
pressed a kiss to the nape of Eddie's neck. "We might be small, but you're still my whole world, Ea." 


Chris knew the line had been cheesy, but the way Eddie's face lit up with a smile made it irrelevant. 


They made a little bonfire out on the beach that night. The orange flame flickered and wavered in the ocean 
breeze and shadows danced across their faces. They roasted hot dogs and later marshmallows, as cliché as it 
was. Chris had accidentally dropped an entire hot dog, bun and all, into the fire just as he had finished 
preparing it. Eddie almost choked on his from laughter. 


Once they'd finished, Chris brought back a sand pail of water and poured it over the fire. It hissed as it faded, 


leaving only ash and charred wood to mark its existence. 


They kissed in the dark where the water met the sand. The sky had cleared since that afternoon, and their 
skin glowed in the moonlight. Eddie was in no way religious, but he reminded himself to later say a prayer of 


thanks to whoever in the heavens was listening. 


The world around them was big, but the world they shared was bigger. Chris snored gently beside Eddie in bed, 
and as he laid tangled with him, Eddie felt that maybe he was alright with being small. 


